The Ballad of Fredrick By Sacha Boinnard 


I’m running. Running harder and faster than I have ever run. Behind me are three armed men who want 
me dead. 
Hold on, (flips a couple of pages back) Sorry, dear reader, let me explain what's happening. 


Chapter 1 

It all started on a normal day when I was resting on the couch after work. My name is Fredrick. 
Fredrick Guillou. I live in a little apartment downtown in a little tiny neighborhood. It’s what I can afford, 
plus it's pretty nice, I’m not complaining about home life. It was a long day at the office. “I think to 
myself, “Man, I’m so exhausted! I’m going to bed.” And by bed, I mean the couch. I had to sell the bed. 
Working this crappy job at a crappy office with crappy pay. I am so exhausted I don't even take my bag 
off my chest as I close my eyes, *RUMBLESS* I jolted up in surprise. look around the room, and on the 
floor next to my table, there is a strange, greenish-purplish hole in the floor. I stand up to inspect this 
strange phenomenon. I am standing there in my black sweatpants and a raggedy tan T-shirt. 

As I get closer, I realize I hear voices from this void. Is that... French? As I listen, I can confirm 
that what I am hearing is French. What a coincidence, I'm French! I can make out noises of fighting. 
"What the...?" I whisper to myself. Clutching my bag, I bend over to look into the murky, green hole, I 
realize that the patterns of the mysterious, almost liquid-looking substance, look like skulls. Thinking 
perfectly with my exhausted work brain and a beer or two, maybe three, I conclude, "Well this must be a 
portal to the French Revolution!" I quickly grab some beef jerky, some water, some cans of Spam and 
beans, a switchblade, pepper spray, and admittedly, I am a history nerd. So you know I have access to 
forms of currency that do not exist anymore. So I grab assignats, the form of currency used during the 
French Revolution. 

I grab another beer. Before I jump in, something causes me to look in the direction of my desk, 
and I see my pendant. My family gave it to me before they... No! I grab it and stuff it in my cloth bag. As 
I grab another sip of my beer, I realize, "God damnit, why am I doing this? I lie on the ground. What am I 
accomplishing with life? Devolved to this point of life? To get to the point where I get intoxicated enough 
to imagine a portal leading to the French Revolution? What is this? Kindred? I'm twenty-nine for Christ's 
sake! Get your goddamn life toget... Suddenly hand comes through the portal and yanks me in. Only one 
word comes out of my mouth when this happens. 

Shit 


Chapter 2. 

I wake in a haze, surrounded by trees. "What in God's purple Earth?" 
"Finally! Mr. Sleepyhead awake!" Says a voice. 
I look around to find the pair of eyes speaking to me. I then see a man dressed in leggings and wearing a 
large makeshift, shirt from a dress on his body. He has brown hair, very light skin, and an oddly long 
nose. "Who are you!" I yell. He says, "Hello there! My name is Guillaume Branque!" I am dazed and 
confused. "Where am I? What year is it!?" I exclaim. "Why, it's June 20, 1791! Isn't it quite exciting! The 
turn of the century is ne..." I faint. 


I jolt awake after what feels like two seconds later. My head is soaked with freezing water, at least 
that's what I hope it is. "What's wrong?" He says It's nighttime now. "Am I in France?" I am panicking, 
what to do, what to say? 

"What do you think? You are!" He says. 
My head is spinning. 
"Come follow me, we have to talk," Guillaume tells me. 


I follow him to the streets of Paris. Looking at his clothes, realizing now when I should've earlier 
that, ok, this is a fellow peasant. It is common for commoners in France, also known as "Sans-culottes," 
during the French Revolution, literally translating to "without breeches," to dress leggings and wearing a 
large makeshift, shirt from a dress. Looking around, I notice the smell of freshly baked bread and the busy 
streets with hundreds of people on every corner. I also see a lot of pain and suffering on the streets too. 
There are a lot of homeless people and people starving. I notice a person dressed in brown sprinting past 
my shoulder holding two baskets of food and drink. A thief. 

"Leave him alone, it is not worth it," Guillaume says as he holds me back from chasing him. Of 
course, I've been transported to Paris. The city was most affected by the Revolution. On the surface, it 
looks like a normal city with no big problems, but when you start to look, you'll see people getting killed 
for just walking on the streets. That is if people think you're either a noble or working with a noble. We 
walk past a set of guillotines with royals living their last moments. 

We talk about what we are both doing here in this area. I told him why I was so panicked and 
freaked out, thinking I sounded like a lunatic. But he seems to believe me. I try to keep it brief and not 
include too much information to change history. One thing I must always keep in mind is to not interfere 
with history. I have read a lot of books about time dilemmas and paradoxes. Best not to mingle with those 
things. As we talk, he slowly starts talking more and more about the revolution and how it's about to end. 
"That's when you come in." He says to me. 

"What do you mean?" I respond. 

"The Sans-culottes need somebody to go talk to a noble." He explains. 

"Why?" I ask. 

"For the Revolution to end, we need somebody from the inside to lure out the rest of the nobles." 

I start to realize where this is going. 

"You know? I think I'm ok! I am going to stay in the woods! You know, stay away from everybody and 
survive!" I say in a panicked way. 

"Well, we don't want that now, do we?" He shows me a knife. 

I didn't even realize we were walking directly into a small alleyway. I slowly start reaching for 
my pepper spray. 

"Whoa now! Whoa now! No need to get physical! I have here some things in my bag. I have money, is 
that what you want? I have food and water if that's what you need?" I exclaim. 

"No, it's no-" I immediately pepper spray him. 

"ARGHH!" He screams. 

I bolt right past him. 

While he is flailing around, he manages to get a hold of my shirt, and we both fall to the ground. I 
bash his head with a shockingly feeble punch. Unaffected, he grabs a fist-sized rock from the ground 
while I try to get him in a (very bad) headlock and knocks me out. 


Chapter 3 

I wake up tied to a chair with rope. We are in what seems like an attic. Peeling wood with all sorts of 
objects scattered on the floor. When I say we, I see Guillaume and maybe five other men there. 

I am going to die. 

I know why they need an outsider to do this. It is because they know that if they do it, then the crowd of 
peasants will try to kill the person doing the act. I am in quite a pickle now. 

"You sure are quite an annoying one." One of the men says. 

"Do you know why you are here?" Another says. 

"Yes, I do. You're making me do this job so you do not die." I say. 

"You would be right!" Two of them say. 

Guillaume walks up to me with a knife and rests it on my neck. 

"So, Fredrick, you understand why we need you to do this for us right? Because it would be a shaame if 
you just haappend to disappear, riight?" Every time he lengthens a word he presses the knife harder into 
my carotid artery on the left side of my neck. 

He continues, "That would not be ideal, corrrect?" It hurts so much. I have to give in. 

"YES, I WILL DO IT!" I shout. 

He removes the knife. 

"Good," Guillaume says. "You must meet a man named Francois Palve on the west side of Versailles at 
9:70 tonight. Francois will give you clothes that will make you look like a noble when you are there so 
you can blend in." 

"Okay," I say shyly. 

"And if you even DARE to escape, we will know. No matter where you are, we will know where you 
are." He threatens. 

Oh no 


Chapter 4 

I walk up to the side of the Palace of Versailles at around 9:68. Let me explain the whole time 
thing. During this time, French people, in a very French matter, decided that it was a better idea to have, 
instead of the usual 24 hours in a day, to have 10 hours in a day. Each of these hours was divided into 100 
minutes, and each minute was divided into 100 seconds. As you would expect, it did not last very long 
because it was very confusing. People quickly after changed it back. 

It looks a little bit different now than the present-day Versailles. It looks newer and cleaner. I 
guess there were less tourists back then. Versailles is 19 kilometers west of Paris (Around 12 miles for the 
Americans!). I see a man start around the corner holding a big bag. It must be Francois with the clothing. I 
wait gracefully for the man, with a mouthful of beef jerky. They didn't even feed me any dinner at that 
house I got abducted in. They had very poor hospitality for a basically "protest" group. The man slows 
down as he comes towards me, "Pssst! You the guy?" 

"Yes, I am," I tell him 

"Perfect" 

I go to shake his hand, he reaches for it, pulls me to the ground, and puts the bag over my head. 
I scream and shout, but he covers my mouth and hits me on the head. 


Chapter 5 

"What is up with French people and knocking people out? Cause that seems like the true goddamn 
revolution in this country!" I yell out as this man sets me down on a chair. I am in a room in what seems 
to be a richer person's bedroom. 

"Okay, Mr. Funny man! Why don't you shut your mouth until it's day!" He says in a foreign accent. 
"Are you Francois Palve?" I ask. 

"None of your business, boy," he says calmly. 

"It's all of my business, man!" I exclaim. 

He changes his serious look to a more curious one. He looks as if an old man was trapped in a 
younger body, yet looks aged with maturity. He has grey hair and sharp blue eyes. 

He tells me, "Boy, why don't you tell me everything that has happened to you, and I will tell you 
what you should know, ok? Keep quiet though. They should not hear us." I explain to him the situation 
I'm in, and how I am being held hostage to do what they need me to do. His name is Francois Palve, but 
that is his undercover alias. Francois has managed to get in contact with this group and convinced them to 
bring somebody here, so he could escape. He is a royal and needs somebody to help him get out. 

Oh my god. I'm in quite a situation now. I want to help him so we can both escape, but at the 
same time, I am afraid that if I try, then I'm going to be killed. It sounded like Guillaume meant it. I grab 
my pendant with a photo of my mother and father. I need to do it for them. 

I give Francois my promise that we will escape. 


Chapter 6 

We woke up feeling well-rested, knowing we were going to win this for ourselves. The night 
before we emptied the entirety of the spam and beans and had water. The building was running out of 
food slowly but surely at this point. We knew the plan. He would dress me up like a noble, sneak down 
the stairs, walk past the guards, and bolt for the back door. That is what we were doing until hundreds of 
people swarmed into the building and took us and other people back to Paris. 

On the march back to Paris, it smelled like a dead rat in a closet, the way people physically could 
not get any hygiene. The hygiene problem during this time was horrendous. Since there was no clean 
running water, people had nothing to clean themselves with. Plus, it was believed that bathing and 
hygiene would lead to disease, so people would leave filth and grime all over them for most of their lives. 
People were hitting us, throwing objects and small rocks at us. Oh boy, I always wanted to know what it 
felt like to get my head chopped off! 


The sun is shining, and Francois and I are on guillotines in front of hundreds of people in the city 
square. I think about how I have disappointed my family, I have disappointed Francois. I am thinking this 
until Francois looks over from my left, and tells me, 

"I never told you this, but I am King Louise the 16th, and thank you for trying to help me." 

I am in awe. It makes so much sense now! That's why he didn't want to be seen walking outside of 
Versailles! 

"And thank you, it's an honor to be in your presence." 

King Louie the 16th wasn't a terrible person, he strove to be a strong person who genuinely cared about 
justice for all, it's just he didn't have the leadership skills to enforce it. Also, the French commoners were 
impatient and wanted something new. With a few minutes remaining until we have our heads chopped off, 
the crowd starts chanting, 


"Down with the tyrant, Louis the Sixteenth! 

He's left us with nothing, not even a bean! 

Our children are starving, while he lives in splendor, 
It's time to rise, our voices we'll render! 

No more oppression, no more unjust reign, 

We'll fight for our freedom, we'll break every chain!" 


As I spent my last moments, just as I saw nobles doing the same thing yesterday in this same spot at the 
same time. If the guillotine doesn't kill me, it's going to be the scorching hot summer air. As I contemplate 
my thoughts, I see, far away, almost 100 meters away on a wall to my right, a strange, greenish-purplish 
void... it's the portal! I came prepared for this! Luckily for me, it is a straight shot to my right since there 
is nobody to my right. The only thing I have to worry about is the crowd caving in on my escape. As my 
head gets put under the guillotine, I pull out my blade switch, which I deliberately took from my bag 
before they confiscated it, along with my pendant. Subtly and slowly, I start to cut the rope on my neck. 
Everybody's focused on King Louie. Hopefully that one year of track I did will help me out here. I get 
ready for the moment I hear the sound... Shk! 

I’m running. Running harder and faster than I have ever run. Behind me are three armed men who 
want me dead. I feel the energy, the adrenaline coursing through my veins. 10 meters left. The crowd is 
right there, so I run even harder. The adrenaline makes me feel like Usain Bolt. I'm almost there! 


Outro 

Fredrick Guillou. That is me. The bestselling author of The Ballad of Thom, the story of a boy surviving 
the French Revolution. They say it's a Science Fiction, but they don't know. It's a Non Fiction. I finally 
pulled my life together. I managed to get a proper job. I am a small business owner now. I managed to 
open a small French restaurant in my cute little neighborhood. I reconnected with my parents. Who I have 
not seen since I was 9 years old. We have a lot of therapy to tend to. Oh boy, am I glad I did not get to feel 
what it was like to have my head chopped off! 


It's a happy ending, isn't it? Although sometimes I still have the occasional dream with Guillaume's 
promise; "And if you even DARE to escape, we will know. No matter where you are, we will know where 
you are." Something tells me that he also knows when. 


